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The Spend-thrift he, when tis too late, And all good Men he doth adviſe, 


Laments his ſad and Wretched ſtate: ||That they would Merry be, and wiſe. 


All you that do do defire to play 
At Cards, to paſs the time away. 


The Tune is, 


N r 


LL pou that freely ſpend your Coyn, ¶ When J was in Pzoſperify, 

Come learn by this advice of mine; FF Each Tap lach that I paſſed by: 
That you no moe ſo play the Fool, Would cringe and bow, and ſwear to be 
No! Tipple in the Fuddling-School : S& ©» Servant to Eternity: 
Foz when that you have ſpent your ſfoꝛe, @ But now alas, my Poney*s gone, 
Pour Poſt will turn pou out g*th dooz And Servants J have never a one. 


This by experience J do know, But now if to their Pouſe J go, 

Mho too too lately found it ſo: $ C're dzink they dꝛaw, they'l curely know, 
Five hund: ed pound was lelt to me, It that my Pocket it well ſp:ak; 

Mhich 4 tonſum'd immediate ly: Mhſch is enongh my heart ts bꝛeik: 

And when my Boney was all gone, It not, then he who was mz friend, 

I like an Aſs was lookt upon. Du of th: dos; loon will me ſend. 


While Jhzd Gold and Silver ſtoze, Dh what a dzead{ul thing is this, 

I thought the wo d did me adoze 2 That J of all my S2rvan's miſs: 

Foz gen each falfe ziCembling Curr, And thore ho did me oft invite, 

Wold try. your humble ſervant Sir: To dꝛink with (em, now do me flights + 
But now my Doney is all ſpent, But it again J Ponep get, 
Los late, pooz Fool, J do lamenf. A ſurely then fall have moze wit. 
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Vet is not ſpending all the Crime, 

Foz idlp then I ſpent my time, 

And rather then Companions lack, 

Jde pick up everp Idle Jack - 

And he that would me Maſter call, 
Should me command, my Purſe and all. 


The Poſtis ſhe would flatter then, 
And ſap J was a pꝛitty San: 
And this lo tickled then mine ear, 
That A mp p2aiſe ſo oft did hear: 


Come hang 'r ſaid J, giv's other Pot, 


And thus 1 keaſted every Sol · 


At laſt J had no Ponep left, 

And then was J of joys bereff : 

Mp Yolt and Hoſtis they did frown, . 
And laid J was a Dzunken Clown: 
So then was A di pis'd by all, 


That me becoze did Pater call. 


From reef fo reef as I did paſs, 
Folks try'd, there goes a Dzunken A's, 
Who not long ſince had Poney ſtoze, 
But now no Creature is mo2e poo? 2 
Foz Pots and Pipes made him ſo low, 
That like a Beggar he doth go. 


Then who would pitfp ſuch a one, 
Who could not keep himſelf alone, 
Af Wife and Childzen he had had, 
The caſe had then been far mo2e lad: 
But he no pitty doth deſerve, 

Af fo} a bit of Bꝛead he ſlar ve. 


This is the pitty Ids find, 

Chat when I had it was ſo kind, 

To him that ſaid he was my friend, 
J'de gibe him Wine, and money lend: 
But now my ſelfJ have undone, 

Dp company all men do ſhun. 
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The Second Part, to the fame Tune. 


Le: this my caſe a warning be, 

Tat nc ne may play the tool like me, 

A greater plague chere cannot be, 

Then filling from Pꝛolperity, 

Into a ſtate lo deadly low, 

Pour neareſt friends will not zou know. 


Account your Monty as peur Friend, 
Ss ſhall pou flouriſp to the end, 

But wien you come of friends to bozrow, 
If will but aggravate pour ſo2row : 

To ſee how they will light pou then, 
And lay pon are the woꝛzſt of men. 


Pour Pot⸗Companſons will you flight, 
In wyom they once did take delight: 
And while your Money it doth laſt, 
With Daths chez ' tye their friendfbſp faft 
But when that por have waſted all, 

Then (rom you will your Scrv#n(s fall. 


Such ſervants pou may have good ſtoze, 
@i4o help to tat pou cit of Dooz: 

And by their dꝛinking in Ext ls, 

Will help to make pou Voneplelg, 
Then Poung men warning take ky me, 
That of my Money was too ſr: e. 


This doth my Pc: lon much poboke, 
Tofhink when I 8371 like fo Choake, - 
Thoſe that I heretofo;c did feat, 

They will not mind me in the l- 26 : 
Fo! make me d:ink, who once were proud 
To dzink with me to be allov. 0. 


Dp Kindzed and Uelafions near, 

Who once did bow thep lot? me dear: 
Will know me not, but me deſpiſe, 

As loathſom fo their ſcoꝛntu l eyes 

Foz without Honey there's no Friend, 
And thus my Sonn iu Woe doth End. 
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